PATCHWORK                                          "A"

moment's jam . . . somebody said:

"Tyranny and wickedness. Is not this an
abomination, for with free students who shall use
force and compulsion?"

Another voice in the crowd in front of me said:

"He will be tired and he will sit upon his stick; like
a sweeper he carries his own chair."

When the last of the "free students" was through
the gate, I shut it myself, and shot the bolt home to
the cry, which caught like fire in stubble and swept
the crowd, of "Chokhidar."*

I turned and walked back, and found that I had
been alone: Mr. D - had stayed upon the terrace.
Behind me I heard students throwing stones at the
gates.

Mr. D - came down and said: "Mr. Principal,
sir, that was a most splendid scene: most biblical, I
can assure: the good shepherd and his sheep."

"Oh come, Mr. D - ," I said. "I should have
thought Moses and his rod: didn't you hear the
water gushing out?"

The teaching staff promised to be punctual at
College to-morrow; and I instructed them to be
available whether students appeared or not through-
out the whole working day and to give their
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